THE     ISLAND    WORLD
At four o'clock in the afternoon, Cyril was witting
on his verandah, watching dark rain clouds gather,
when he heard galloping hoof-beats.
"You there, Cyril ? " called a voice as a horse
was pulled up with a slither of hoofs. It was Jones,
the manager of a plantation about 15 miles away
from Cyril.
" Cyril ! Old Tom's dead ! His cook-boy came in
to tell me about two o'clock. The poor old fellow
walked home, got there at about 11 o'clock, flopped
on his bed and died. Reckon we killed him with too
much of a good thing/' Jones blurted out in his
inimical Australian fashion.
Cyril vaulted the verandah rail, and while the
two men waited for his horse to be caught and sad-
dled, they talked in hushed tones.
Two hours* hard riding brought them to Tom's
small clearing; and there, in the two-roomed shack,
lying on his canvas bed, was Old Tom. His boys
had left him, fleeing in fright at the recognition of
death.
Night fell swiftly. By the light of a hurricane
lamp the two men looked at their old friend,
"We'd better send for the Catholic Father, He's
the nearest/' suggested Jones, fanning away the
mosquitoes.
They waited through the night, and at 6 o'clock
the storm burst. Being the wet season a storm meant
a terrible opening of the skies from which poured
great torrents, lashed this way and that by the howl-
ing wind. Jones looked at Cyril over his steaming
cup of coffee :
" The Father will never get over the river in
this/' he ventured, and wandered over to the bed,
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